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Beginnings and Endings 


Author's Notes: 

This is me trying to get back in the saddle after a good years worth of exams and writers block. Its actually 
at a point where | can't even be bothered naming Izzy's dog. Suggestions welcomed. Feedback is oxygen. Not 
sure where this plot is going, so bear with me. 


Indiana rain was different from other kinds of rain. It wasn't that it rained harder or longer, or hardly at all, 
but it was different in that it made Izzy feel like he was really at home. No other rain ever put him to sleep 
as well as it did than when he was in Indiana. Izzy had slept to the rain of foreign lands and vast oceans, but 
he couldn't find himself hearing his blood flow to the same steady rhythm. Not when his blood still thrummed 
with the gentle hum of Lafayette. It was surreal being back in Lafayette, like being in a painting by Escher. 
Somehow the Isbell boy (as he was affectionately known as by the old timers) had left Indiana only to find out 
that Indiana was what he had been looking for all along. Izzy's mother had always suspected this, and had a 
special saying for the occasion - "home is where the heart is". 


It shouldn't have surprised Izzy as much as it did though. Duff had settled in his home town too - back in 


Seattle. The two men weren't as close as they were with others, but they were definitely on the same 


wavelength. Duff had the right idea, Izzy thought, but then again, Duff didn't grow up in the sticks. Izzy's mum 
would have chuckled. He always thought Lafayette was strangely under-populated, small and boring. But as a 
child he used to have the greatest urge to discover the rest of the world 


The guitarist in speaking obviously let all of this melt into his brain as he attempted to ‘wind dowr in his 
childhood home turned ‘renovation project. The rain still beat steadily against the study window, creating a 
snow-globe effect, only outside and not inside. If only the world could see him. Brilliantly dressed in a white 
business shirt and flamingo boxer-shorts, Izzy bit his bottom lip as he scrolled through his Skype contacts. 


Thankfully, anyone on the other end of the webcam would only see our man from the middle upwards. 


Izzy paused and thought about his actions before continuing. Why did he even care? He was retired. Caring was 
for kids in their 20's. He was well into his 40's (see also: 50's but in denial), which is why he was allowed to 
drive ‘mid-life crisis cars' and sing along to the bad 80's music he missed out on in his ‘hey-days' with Guns 
N' Roses. So why wasn't he allowed to be honest, straightforward and painfully curious? 


He decided to bite the bullet. It didn't take him long to convince himself as he'd spent all of last night mulling it 
over silently in his brain. If he'd had another one-sided conversation with himself, he was sure that even the 
dog would think he was mental. Presently said dog, a German wire-haired pointer, was eagerly watching Izzy 


from his favourite spot on Izzy's prized reading chair. Bastard. 


After dealing with the loss of Treader, Izzy really didn't want another dog. Dogs were finite and they had an 
expiry date. Treader was his best friend, and he wasn't supposed to leave him like he did. It had been difficult, 
knowing one morning that it was the last. A two year battle with complicated hip dysplasia, only to find out 
that Treader had also developed a tumour within his bowels, was enough for any dog owner to know that it 
was his time to be ‘put down’. The vet was nice enough - tall, leggy, long auburn hair. She let Izzy spend ‘as 
much time' as he ‘needed’ to say ‘goodbye’. Treader knew it too - he wasn't jumping around or barking - he 


just sat there with Izzy, looking warmly at his owner. 


The wire-haired pointer, known as "mutt", "dog" or "mutt-dog" had been purely an accident. The stray followed 
Izzy home one night and ran straight through the front door, despite the guitarists’ best efforts. It was 
beyond the older man to try to remove the trespassing dog from his premises, but after a while he came to 


accept that the dog really wasn't going to leave him. That isn't to say he didn’t try. 


But no matter how many times Izzy drove the dog down to the local park, it still came back. One afternoon he 
drove it over the border, but he didn't have the heart to let the dog live on the streets (see also: Izzy can't 
handle puppy-dog eyes). But just because the mutt lived with him, Izzy reasoned, it didn't mean that it was 


‘his’. Hence the dog really had no name, it was ‘dog’. 


Ignoring the mutt, Izzy clicked on a familiar contact, ‘Bill-Rose-I4". Izzy had laughed at the other man when he 
added him after hearing that, thanks to fans, Axl's legally changed name was no longer an ‘available’ avatar. 
The Skype dial tone rang for a minute or so, but the call was accepted. After some buffering and a muttered 


curse word, the call came through. 


And there he was, on Izzy's screen, wearing an old band T-shirt and happily sipping his first coffee of the day. 
Axl Rose. Izzy gave a shy wave, and got one back. The computer asked for access to Izzy's microphone and he 


enabled it. 


"To what do | owe the pleasure?" Axl asked mischievously, knowing that his old childhood friend wasn't fond of 


small talk. 


"| uh, was just checking in, you know. Seeing how you were and stuff" Izzy frowned into the camera dead on, 


giving Axl the illusion that he was looking straight into his eyes. Axl ogled back. 


"Well, I'm fine. Everything's fine. Dizzy is fine, Ashba is fine - the whole band is dandy. Anyhow, you've gotten 
what you want, I'll just let you go -" Axl fooled around, knowing he'd get a good reaction. 


"No! - | mean, wait. Its not like that, you know. | was just wondering how things are going.” Izzy said, with all 
the vagueness and mystery that he was hoping Axl would understand. 


"Things are going along just fine" Axl smirked, quirking an eyebrow in the process. He wasn't about to make it 


easy for the older man. 


Izzy leaned across with his elbows on his desk, clutching his hands together and folding them under his chin. 


"But seriously." lzzy motioned, with a ‘go-on' motion of his hand. 


Axl mimicked the guitarists’ body language and surprised a laugh at the surprised and confused look on the 
other man's face. "I'm being serious". 


Izzy pinched the bridge of his nose as ‘dog' started barking at the neighbour's cat, also realising in the process 
that Axl was going to drag this out for Izzy for as long as he felt like it. Upon seeing ‘dog’ race up to the desk 
where Izzy had his laptop, Axl laughed, watching on as Izzy shoved the dog down, promptly removing its’ 


unkempt claws from his desk. 


"Still breaking him in?" Axl inquired, wondering why Treader looked so different and why he had suddenly, after 
years of great behaviour, decided to hate the neighbours’ cat. Izzy's lips tightened into a thin line. 


"No, that bastard is just busy being the bane of my life. It has no time for being trained because it isn't my 
dog. Isn't that right, dog?" Izzy's tone changed from angry to sarcastically happy at his question, glaring at the 
mutt dog. The dog's eyes excitedly looked into Izzy's and he barked happily, obviously not understanding human 


sarcasm. 


"Who's a dumb dog?" he asked in appraisal for good measure, watching with exasperation as the dog barked 


happily again before finally leaving him alone. 


At this point in time, Axl knew the dog was a new development and that Treader mustn't be in the picture 


anymore - and he used the term "new" lightly. It had been at least two years since the two men had spoken 


to each other. It wasn't out of anger or hurt, but just polite detachment. They both had different projects, 
different friends and different lives now. It was just procedure. But it didn't make their friendship any less. 


Axl continued the conversation. "Not your dog, but definitely living with you in the long term?" 
Izzy sighed. "How'd you guess?" 

"You don't call it by its name but its allowed on your reading chair? You've had him for a while". 
Izzy relented. "Eighteen months." 


The other man laughed. "But seriously" he used Izzy's choice of words, knowing they'd work better than his 


own. "Why now?" 
"Why now, what?" Izzy asked back, still giving nothing away. 


"| mean, it's been two years and while | appreciate the sentiment, and believe me when | say that | don't care 


that we don't speak so often - why did you pick now to click "call?" 
Izzy chuckled. "So you don't care that | don't speak to you? I'm flattered’. 
Now it was Axl's turn to laugh. "Don't be stupid. But seriously, what do you want?" 


Izzy blinked and regained his ground, not used to the other man being so forward. "Bit blunt of you, don't you 
think? Can't an old friend check up on you here and there?" 


Axl smiled warmly, knowing that between the two of them, there was no nonsense. "I'm retired, and being an 


old man like me, you're not getting any younger either. | don't have time to pussy-foot around” 


Taking the upper hand, Izzy decided to come out with it. "Alright. No bullshit then. Guns N' Roses - it's my 


band too. | don't care what contract says otherwise. So - let me listen to the new songs!" 

Axl reeled back, but laughed abruptly once it registered that Izzy's comment wasn't a criticism, but a 
curiosity. Of course the old song-writer wanted a little piece of the action - a little special treatment. Axl 
folded one hand around his hot coffee mug and took a long sip, as though he were thinking the request over. 


"You know.." Axl started, knowing the ball was in his court. Izzy knew this too, and didn't like it one bit. 


The ginger continued "the songs don't even have a set release date... | might not even put them out." he 


trailed off, watching as the other man's forehead creased in the middle, with his mouth forming a small ‘o’. 


Izzy remained still for a moment but shrugged it off and decided that he'd get his way, whether his friend 


liked it or not. "If its Guns' N Roses, then released or un-released, I've still got a piece of it and | want to 


listen." 


Axl smirked his trademark crooked smile and shook his head. "How am | supposed to know how you'll handle 
this... sensitive information? | mean, you have a band of your own too, you know. How do | know you're not 
planning to make off with my unreleased songs and copyright them?" Axl's brow quirked once more in 
scepticism, though more at the idea that Izzy was playing along with his jibes and not at the thought that he 
would actually steal the songs. 


Izzy's brow also quirked up, though in thorough amusement, watching as the other man took another careful 
sip of his coffee and placed the mug back down in exactly the same spot it came from, never breaking eye 
contact. After a few more moments of sparse silence however, the two shared an awkward laugh, both 


catching each other out on their poker faces. 


Forgetting to wipe the goofy grin off his face, Izzy leaned forward intimately and wiggled his eyebrows at the 
other man - an action he would deny ever doing, and one he only did in front of Axl. "But seriously, no chance 


of a quick peek? A preview? A pre-preview?" Izzy asked jovially, knowing his friend was a tough cookie to crack. 


Axl breathed in through his nose deeply and then out of his mouth with a sigh. "I'm not sending anything over 


via internet. And don't ask for me to mail you an 8-track, its not happening.’ 


Izzy nodded in understanding, knowing well enough the sheer volume of people who would and could go the extra 
mile to obtain an unreleased song. He'd had people try to hack into his emails before. As if he was dumb 
enough to leave all of his personal information, photographs and song ideas just kicking around in the public 
domain. He snickered at the thought of an international hacker sorting through his emails to his Cousin Mark. 
Or even the ones to his Mother. No, there was nothing there. 


Coming out of his reverie, the guitarist replied. "But that still implies that a personal visit might still be in 


order?" 


Axl put on a grim face and shook his head. "| dunno, song-writer extraordinaire, Izzy Stradlin’ - prancing around 
in LA - people will talk. Besides, you could replicate any song you've heard by ear, all you'd need to figure out 
is the timing of the chord changes." 


Izzy had a smug smile on his face, both flattered and humbled at his friends’ compliment. But of course, the 
implications of Axl's statement were both alarming and true. Slash and Duff had both been seen parading 
around in the California area on and off in the last few months, leaving Axl to lay low or go out to the 
complete opposite side of town to avoid the press starting anymore reunion rumours. He knew he couldn't visit 


there - not now. But that only left one option. 


"So, when can you fly out to Indiana?" Izzy asked innocently, earning himself the sight of droplets on his screen 
as Axl spat his coffee out all over the webcam. Laughing heartily, Izzy was rewarded with a crass ‘Fuck youl 


as Beta appeared in the background with a towel, wiping off the mess. 


And here it comes, Izzy thought, the moment of truth. Axl looked doubtfully into his mug and swished its 
contents around a few times for good measure. And when the singer looked up, Izzy knew he'd had him at least 
half-way convinced. "| dunno man." 


Izzy leaned back in his chair and put his arms up behind his head to stretch. Opening his mouth to say 
something, the guitarists‘ head whipped around at the sound of the door. Forgetting his current attire, Izzy 
scrambled up to answer the door, unknowingly flashing the other man his light blue sik boxers with red pink 


flamingos. Axl snorted as he heard Izzy racing up the corridors swearing, finally reaching the door. 

After three minutes or so, Izzy returned, this time in tracksuit pants and holding a tub of Chinese takeout. Axl 
really let go of his laughter. "Man, you've let yourself go - what's on for tonight, some ice-cream and a couple 
of rom-coms on the T.V?" 


Izzy eyed the small pile of rental movies he'd hired with indignation and responded too quickly. "No!" 


Axls laughter worsened. Giving him the grumpiest of looks, Izzy clicked the "end call" button and crossed his 


arms with a huff. He was rewarded with a message in writing from the great Axl himself. 


"Will book ticket tonight, probably pack tomorrow, expect me in the next few days. Don't come to pick me up - 
Ill probably be late anyway - WAR" 


Izzy scoffed at Axl's use of initials. He even signed his own instant messages - the pretentious prick. "You 


staying at mine or hotel?" Izzy typed back. 


"Whatever suits" was the prompt reply, and 
straight away, Izzy knew to make the guest room inhabitable. 


Clearing Out the Guest Room 


Author's Notes: 
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PS Beta's comment translated into "You go and you get on that plane!" 


Clearing out the guest room was easier said than done for the Indiana born and bred. Izzy sighed dejectedly as 
he sifted through sheets in the linen cupboard, trying to find something that wouldn't clash horribly with the 


yellow walls and blue curtains. Yes, he was actually colour coding. 


If it had have been anyone else coming to stay though, he would've made them change their own sheets. It 


didn't help that it was his old childhood room that he and Axl used to sleep in. 


He had meant to re-paint the rooms, but he never got around to doing anything with his room. He now 
preferred to sleep in his Mother's room, feeling closer to her when he slept in her old bed. It sounded a little 
creepy, but Izzy wasn't that bad, he reasoned. It was normal to miss your Mother - even if she only lived five 
minutes down the road. His cousin Mark and wife, Tania, had taken Izzy's mom in temporarily when Izzy had 


gone away to Spain. 


But his mother was older now and needed to be settled; it was hard for her (or so she said) to move her 
things from house to house twice a year. Izzy suspected that she moved out because Mark and Tania needed 
someone to mind their kids and she didn't want to be a burden on Izzy. Izzy however, had spent the last few 
months trying to subtly move her back in - but to no avail. She didn't want to bother her rock-star famous 
son. Izzy kicked the side of his childhood bed in frustration, his foot hitting against an old cardboard box in the 


process. 


The dusty old thing contained relics and awards from the GNR days, and Izzy found himself wanting to throw 
them out of the window, never to be looked at again What was the point of having his mom so proud of him 
when she felt so insignificant living in the shadow of his past? He stopped himself though, knowing that if his 


mother could see him right now, she'd be berating him. 


No, what Izzy didn't realised was that she wasn't so bothered by Izzy's fame. What she really wanted was for 
Izzy to find another girl and settle down with her. Izzy's mom really thought that if Izzy ever wanted to bring 
a girl home, then he'd be too embarrassed because of his dear old mom. Izzy's mother may have been old - 
but she wasn't naive. She knew if she wanted grandkids, they'd have to be made the old fashioned way - but 


of course, she wouldn't admit it to Izzy. 


Tossing up between the sky blue sheets and the lavender ones, Izzy's nose twitched with a sneeze. As the grey 
sunlight of the Lafayette morning filtered through the curtains, Izzy's nose twitched again in anticipation as 
the guitarist watched the dust motes floating around. 


This was probably going to take longer than he thought. Not to mention he'd never be able to move out all of 
the boxes from underneath the bed. Oh well, Izzy thought - he might as well give Axl his own room and he 
could stay in the dust pile for a few nights. That solved the problem - and he wouldn't have to clean as 


rigorously either. 


‘Dog' promptly entered the room at this point and jumped up on the bed next to Izzy. The guitarist frowned 
and pet the dog affectionately, mentally reminding himself to check the mutt in at the vets for a groom. He 
might treat ‘dog’ with disdain - but deep down, he and ‘dog' both knew he was secretly fond of his new 


companion, way, way deep down. 


After a slow morning start, Izzy finally finished up in his old room, not bothering to stop and ponder over all 
of his old photographs. He'd looked over them so many times now, they brought nothing but a dull headache. 
Many years of wondering if he'd ‘done the right thing’ or if he could have changed something along the way, 
left Izzy sick and tired of the whole ordeal. Feeling a buzz in his pocket, Izzy quickly pulled out his phone. 


"Speak of the devil" Izzy muttered under his breath, pausing to answer the phone. "Mom!" he called out, a little 
too enthusiastically. He slapped himself on the forehead for being so clingy. 


"Jeff", she answered, surprised at his tone. "How have you been?" 


"In the last day since you've called me?" Izzy quipped back, pretending he wasn't as excited as he really was to 
speak to her. "Well, not a whole lot. I'm just here in my room with the dog." Izzy had to stop himself from 
saying "I'm here with dog" instead of "the dog", not wanting to listen to his mother gripe on about how every 


creature was important and deserved a name. 


Unbeknownst to Izzy though, his mother really did know how much he missed her. She continued on as though 
she didn't, letting him pretend. She knew her son would be fine, which is why she didn't bring it up. Izzy had 
always been the brooding type and was a resourceful child when he was growing up. He had grown to be 
alright in his own company - something she wanted him to get used to. She did want grandchildren, but on the 
off chance her son never did settle down, she wanted him to be used to not having her around so much. Like 


her son, she wasn't quite ‘young' either. 


"Oh Jeff, don't give me that cheek over the phone. You know | like to call in - it keeps me close to you." She 
said with affection 


"Yeah mom, | know" Izzy said with just as much warmth. 


"So, is there anything new happening over there? What are you doing in that old room of yours? Not brooding, 


| hope!" She was sharper than a kitchen full of knives. 


"No mom!" Izzy sighed, wishing he didn't still sound like such a fifteen year old. "l'm actually expecting someone, 
but | thought | should clean first. Anyway, it doesn't matter so much, I'll get them to sleep in my new room, 
and | can have the old one." Izzy avoided calling his bedroom his mother's ‘old room, preferring not to admit 
that was the reason he had moved into it. 


Izzy's mother gasped happily and jumped on the new opportunity to berate her sons' empty love life. "Oh Jeff! 
ls it that vet? The one that.." at this however, she slowed down, realising her downfall. 


"The one that put Treader down? No mom, its not a girl". Izzy sighed, and ‘dog’ rested his fluffy head on Izzy's 
lap. 


His mother apologised. "I should've thought Jeff-" 


But Izzy wasn't upset. "No, don't be ridiculous. H's actually not anyone, just Axe. He's coming around to show 
me some stuff from the band" 


At the mention of "Axe" and "the band", his mother stayed tactfully quiet, though bursting with anticipation 
"Oh, you two boys had better visit me!" 


"Yeah mom" Izzy chuckled, remembering his mothers’ soft spot for the young Bill Bailey. He hoped her soft 
spot extended beyond twenty five years of bad press and an armful or two of faded tattoos. God knows she 


wasn't happy when Izzy came home with his tattoos. They weren't even that bad, compared to others. 


"Hey, well, | better let you go, I'm sure Tania and Mark have a whole bunch of kids for you to look after." Izzy 
didn't mean for his statement to be nearly so bold nor half as bitter, but living alone didn’t really give him a 


great social perspective on "what sounds good in your head but not out loud!" 


Not one to huff, Izzy's mom cut right through the façade in a very lzzy-like manner - "That may be so, but 
you're my son. Have fun with Bill and don't get into trouble.” 


Izzy sighed and made his goodbyes, finally hanging up on his mother. It wasn't that it was difficult to speak to 
her, in fact it was never difficult, but there were just some days when it wasn't easy to speak to anyone - let 
alone his own mom. It was harder on those days, when he just preferred to be at home with ‘dog’ and his 
mediocre car and pay his electricity bills over the phone. ‘Yes, Izzy Stradlin's alter ego, Jeff Isbell, pays his own 
bills and lives a middle-aged life!’ Izzy thought darkly. 


At least he wasn't a fully-blown hermit like Axl, refusing to even use the self-serve checkouts in Walmart - 
instead getting Beta to do everything for him. But Izzy just couldn't stop the niggling in his mind. He'd left his 
prized cars back in LA, some with Duff and others in his private garage back at the ‘mansion’. Unlike Axl, Izzy 
knew Duff had some car knowledge - enough not to wreck any of his cars - but not a passion, so he wouldn't 


drive them. And whenever Duff went away with the family and he needed someone to dog-sit Buckley, his King 


Charles, well then Izzy returned the favour. 


He'd left his previous girlfriend where she belonged - in Sweden - and his holiday home stayed put in Spain. In 
fact, most of his worldly possessions weren't with him. It wasn't often that Izzy got this way, but he felt 
stuck; either living in complete mediocrity or in total "look-at-me-|-used-to-be-famous' land. It was really 
hard to strike a balance. Did he go out and enjoy a night on the town, only to be bugged by people who 
recognised him? Or should he stay at home forever and keep paying bills over the phone? 


He had definitely been alone for too long. 


Meanwhile somewhere in a huge white house in LA, Axl jogged from his bedroom, downstairs and out onto the 


patio where Beta was enjoying her small garden that she'd planted. 


"Beta | can't go" he whined, instantly causing the Brazilian woman to snap her head up and look at him in 


surprise. 
"What are you talking about Axl? What do you mean you can't go?" 


Never one to answer a question in full, he answered with another question. "Have you seen the state of my 


packing? | can't find anything and | can't decide on the things | can!" 


Beta gave him a dangerous motherly glare and pushed him back into the house. "No, there are no expectations 


here, you pack your clothes and your songs. Vas y te subes a ese avión!" 


Axl knew that once Beta broke into Spanish it was a lost cause. Sighing, he rubbed the back of his head 
sheepishly and relented. "But Beta, | don't know if | want to pack my songs." 


Seeing the green eyed man doubt himself in front of others was a rare occurrence that Beta was sure didn't 
happen in front of many people. It was by some miracle that Izzy had somehow managed to convince the 
singer to visit his home town again. Beta knew that so far, Axl's resolve to go would be pretty rocky - but 
she imagined his issues being more anchored around his childhood than his song writing ability. She decided the 
only thing she could do was be firm with him - and fiercely so. 


"You do so want to pack those songs, and | can tell, because you're worried he won't like them. But that's 


because you want him to like them. And do you know what | think?" She asked cheekily. 
Axl amused her by playing along with her antics. "No Beta, what do you think?" 
She gave him a wink and called out "I don't think he wants you for your songs!" and then she laughed. It 


surprised Axl so much that he laughed out loud too - real, genuine laughter. It bubbled up and Axl felt 
instantly better. 


There wasn't any romantic interest with Izzy, and if Axl was honest with himself - if there had have been 
any, it would've happened while they were young and reckless. They were both a bit old for the physical side 
of things, and besides - Axl didn't want the whole love story that went with it. 


It wasn't that he didn't love Izzy. Of course he did. But there had always been little inside jokes between them, 
and jokes that they shared with others. They had been really close as adolescents, and the rest of the band 
called them "childhood sweethearts" because of their background. But that was a normal name going around 
the circuit at the time in LA - people who came to LA together usually stuck together. Hence the term 
"childhood sweethearts". They were known as package deals who were less likely to leave a band in a moment's 


notice (See also: Tommy Lee € Vince Neil; Slash € Steven). 


But Axl wondered if maybe Izzy didn't want him for the songs. Innuendos aside, Beta was probably onto 
something. Maybe he was finally going through his midlife crisis. Axl's inner voice screamed. ‘Hello, his dog died 
and his mom moved out! 


Of course, the other man was never one to admit when things were getting lonely. Usually when things got a 
bit hard to handle you woke up to an empty tour bus or a vacant neighbourhood. Izzy was always one to 
shuffle it all off into another town. But now that he was back in Indiana, maybe he wanted to relive some of 


the old days, before Guns. 


‘For whatever reason’, Axl thought, ‘I'd better go. Besides, | have no reason not to’ 


Izzy got the email from Axl to say that he'd booked the ticket, but Izzy had no idea what the date of the 
ticket was, or at what time the plane was landing. Trust Axl to leave out any formal obligations. At least if 


Izzy didn't have an expected time frame Axl couldn't be late. 


But isn't that what he wanted? No expectations? 


Izzy and Axl had tried at various points in their lives to reconcile old demons that still lingered in their 
friendship, only to be bogged down with contracts, accusations, band members and record executives. For once 
this really had nothing to do with the band. They had both reached a point where the band belonged to Izzy as 
well but Izzy wasn't a part of it. At least, they were happy to agree to that in conversation Not that Izzy 
even gave two shits about who ‘owned! the corporate entity of ‘Guns N' Roses’. They only things that 
mattered to Izzy were the songs, and they had his name on the ones that he wrote. End of Story. 


It was just so easy for the two of them to get lost in the sea of ‘shit-that-really-didn't-matter’. Especially 
when they were a lot younger. It would be a relief not only to hear what Axl's been up to in the studio, but 
also to reconnect. 


After all, they were both big parts of each other's childhoods. It was important. 


‘Dog! came in from the kitchen, carrying a pair of Izzy's old woollen socks. Izzy let him have at the old things, 


something that he wished he'd let Treader do more often. Feeling nostalgic and slightly sad, Izzy tottered 
outside and into his smallish (but big enough for a dog) backyard, to where Treader was buried below a large 


tree. 


Izzy tried not to make such a huge habit out of relying on his mother, or coming out to sit with Treader - 
but it really wasn't his fault. The old things in his life were the most familiar, and it was hard to move on in 
life without them. They were comforting and they brought him hope. At least he was a good twenty years 
sober (more than twenty actually) and had no intention of changing that. No, Izzy allowed himself his small 
comforts. He was an adult dammit. If he was allowed to be so straight forward with Axl and carry on with no 
expectations then he was allowed to try to enjoy himself. Even if that meant brooding in his backyard with 
‘dog’ and his other dead dog. 


‘God, | really am losing itt Izzy chuckled to himself, trying to brighten up a bit. One more year of solitary 
confinement and Izzy would probably become the crazy dog man. In fact, if there was one super hero Izzy had 
the potential to be, it would probably be ‘Dog Man’, because no matter where he went or what he did, Dogs 
seemed to enjoy his company. Especially the strays. 


‘Dog' finally stopped barking at the idiot birds and came over to Izzy, dumping his socks in his ‘not-owners' lap 
and sat down expectantly. Only happy to oblige, Izzy picked up the clean but old socks and played fetch until he 


was sure it was time to go back inside. 


An Old Friend 


Author's Notes: 

So I've been working flat out the past week, but here's the newest chapter. Still no idea where the plot is going. 
Horay! Thank you all for the sudden support I've received on the first two chapters. It's been a light to guide 
me. 


Suggestions welcomed. Comments are oxygen for the writer's flame. 


It was at least four or five days before Izzy finally stopped anticipating Axl's arrival and started going out to 
do his shopping again, no longer fearing that the ginger man would show up at his door to find his home empty. 
Not that it would really matter anyway; Izzy was behaving as though Axl didn't know Lafayette and didn't know 
how to walk to Mark and Tania's. Of course, his conscience left out the part that reminded Izzy, that Axl had 
spent all of his adult life in California and couldn't be expected to remember the layout of his home town. But 
part of Izzy did expect Axl to remember. How could he forget? 


They had spent endless afternoons as teenagers, just aimlessly roaming every back alley, every long and 
winding path through forgotten parks and laneways that led to people's backyards. They had been the Indiana 
Jones' of their day (pun not intended). The kids that lived there these days were so glued to their phones or 
their mother's hips that they'd have no idea about all the hidey-holes and secret locations that he and Axl 


used to hang out in 


Anyway, it was with this mindset that Izzy found himself gathering no expectations and simply living until Axl 
arrived, rather than waiting. After an afternoon of mundane, day-to-day tasks, Izzy decided that tonight was 
definitely his night. Except, he didn't want to have to put any effort into it. With that settled, Izzy scooped up 
‘dog’ and popped him outside, letting him ‘do his business’ while he lit the fireplace inside. 


Making sure there were enough logs in the wood-bin beside the fire, Izzy went back outside to retrieve ‘dog’ 


and bring him back inside. 


After these two obligatory jobs were over, Izzy then set about feeding ‘dog’ and completing all of his adult 
responsibilities that would stop him from having a night off, like showering and brushing his teeth etc. 
Obviously, take-out was the only option 


So, Izzy settled in on the couch, paid for his take-away when it came and roasted up beside the fire. There 
really wasn't anything on TV, so he thought he'd treat himself to some social therapy. 
The boringness of life was actually starting to feel a lot more comfortable knowing that he was only alone until 


Axl arrived. In fact, it was actually perfect. 


Perfect enough, that, once it was eight o'clock sharp and Izzy was sure he'd have the entire night to himself, 
he rang Duff. Usually Izzy called in once every couple of weeks, and usually it was the blonde who had to start 


conversation, but tonight Izzy was just enjoying being in his late 40s' (see also: actually in 50's, still in denial) 
and was happy for the company. 


"Hello?" came a very womanly answer as the dial tone cut out. 

"Susan? Hey, it's Izzy. | was wondering if | could catch Duff if he isn't too busy with the girls." Izzy inquired 
with his most flattering, innocent voice, knowing that he was Susan's favourite Gunner because he never swore 
in front of the kids. 


"Of course Izzy! I'll just go grab him" She replied, and he could hear her footsteps recede. 


‘Yes! Izzy whispered to 'dog' who was on his lap and fist bumped ‘dog's paw with his hand, as though ‘dog’ was 
‘one of the boys’. 


"Hey Isbell, long time no call. Finally got laid?" Duff shouted a little too enthusiastically down the end of the 
phone, earning him a ‘Duff! from Susan. "Ow!" was Duff's only reply, obviously getting pinched for not being 
‘child appropriate’. 


Izzy laughed and decided to stir the pot. "Hey what's the matter, Susan still won't let you talk about getting 
laid in front of the girls? They're old enough aren't they?" 


"So long as you or any other man is still alive and breathing, they will never be ‘old enough" Duff answered 


back with enough venom in his voice to match Slash's snake collection 


Laughing some more, Izzy fought to sit up on the couch as ‘dog' tried to crawl up his chest and lick him on 
the face. "Ugh, stupid dog’. 


Now it was Duffs turn to chuckle. "Its hard to believe you just call the dog, ‘dog’. | thought you were the 


creative one." 

Izzy drew in air through his teeth and clicked his tongue, "You know, | get it and all but to be honest, | just 
can't be fucked. He's been ‘dog’ since day one and | still can't get him to ‘sit. Imagine if | changed his name - 
he'd go spastic." 

Duff laughed his signature ‘California dude’ laugh that he swore was totally ‘Seattle punk’ and relaxed into the 
conversation, realising that it wasn't a business call or any bad news. "So what is the infamous loner doing in 
his man cave all day long?" 

"Uh, nothing." Izzy stopped, but started again. "And before you ask, yes, | do get cable and Wi-Fi in my cave." 


"Awesome" was Duff's star-struck reply and Izzy laughed some more. 


Obviously three women in a house was daunting. The two continued on for a decent twenty minutes, stirring 


each other up about their football teams and who looked older and who had the better car (which Duff won, 
but only because he was holding on to Izzy's cars). And Izzy was completely fine with the impersonal small talk 
- but Duff was a bit more in touch with his ‘feminine’ side, so to speak, when it came to these things, and 


thus the conversation teetered into ‘emotional’ terrain. 
"So how are things with your mom being at Marks?" Duff queried, trying to sound casual and failing horribly. 


Izzy shrugged, and Duff could hear it in his friends reply "Well, | suppose she won't be around forever so I've 
got to get used to her not being around so much. It's a bit of a pain in the ass though cause’ | feel like she's 
wasting the time that we do have together. But then again her time away makes me appreciate the time | 


have with her a lot more." 


"Sounds like you've got it all figured out, huh big boy" Duff teased, earning himself a huff on the other line. 


"But seriously, you've obviously had enough time to mull it over." 


Izzy sighed, finally caving and knowing the whole time that Duff was like a big, testosterone filled sister who 


lived to poke his nose in Izzy's painful issues. "Yeah, but it never gets any easier." 


Duff stayed respectfully quiet, but voiced a quick "I hear you buddy" before changing topic again. "Do you think 


you haven't named ‘dog’ yet, because you don't want to feel like you're betraying Treader?" 


Izzy snorted and looked down at ‘dog’. "No way dude, Treader's not my dead wife, | don't feel like | can't have 
other dogs, or women or whatever. It's just tiresome and | never planned on keeping him so long." Izzy broke 


with a scary thought. "What are you, a therapist now?" 


Duff shrugged this time, changed his phone to the other ear and bent down to pick up Buckley, before replying. 
"| dunno, this house is mental. Three girls that are all ‘synchronised’ if you get what mean.." Duff paused as 
Izzy shuddered "There's always some hidden meaning behind every crying session and they're always whining 


like "my head hurts!" or "why does everyone hate me?" 


Izzy laughed but wondered how Duff was even getting away with voicing his manly opinions. The girls were 
obviously out and Susan must have been upstairs, because Duff wasn't telling him about his healthy eating or 
his yoga. Instead, it was all motorbikes and non-alcoholic beers and pretty ladies that smiled at him in the 
checkout at the supermarket. 


Duff laid back on his couch and switched on the TV, Izzy hearing the faint theme song of ‘Ghost Busters’ in 
the background. "Oh hey Dude!" Duff cheered, "Channel 68 - what a score!" 


Izzy grabbed his remote control and switched on the TV too, watching along with Duff and still talking about 
manly things until his friend got caught with a loud "DUFF!" 


"Oh shit, | mean, uh, crap | gotta go man!" Duff hollered over Susan, who wanted to know more about the ‘wild 


party Duff claimed to be at on their anniversary ten years ago when Duff had said he had gotten food 


poisoning. Izzy hung up on that one with a snarky ‘Busted! 


‘Dog’ crawled up on Izzy's chest as he sank deeper into the couch, making himself more and more comfortable 
as he propped a pillow behind his head. After a good forty minutes, the Ghost Busters had just caught Slimer 
from the hotel and Izzy was drifting peacefully into sleep. 


It was the slumber of a man who had been completely talked out for one night and was finally enjoying the 


essence of what it meant to be in solitude. 


Obviously Axl was between luggage terminals at this point, opting to arrive in the earliest hours to avoid 


unnecessary attention from prying eyes. 


He'd had his passport checked and his personal items rummaged through, and was feeling more and more like a 
bird with ruffled feathers than the veteran rock star that he really was. From some unidentified location, a 


wash of amber light streamed through the terminal, bathing it in a surreal honey colour. 


Waiting for the other half of his luggage to arrive (a whopping one night bag), Axl pondered over whether or 
not he should be courteous and book out a hotel for tonight. But then again, Axl reasoned, it wouldn't have 
been the first time he'd arrived at Izzy's childhood home in the dead of night. But this time would be 
undoubtedly different. This time, Axl was a grown man, not fourteen, and this time he was visiting a friend, not 


in need of safety. 


Would it really bother Izzy so much to have Axl arrive inconveniently late? Had it been so long that they knew 
each other so well, but weren't at liberty to take advantage of their friendship? Axl remembered a time 
where he and Izzy once called each other at two in the morning and stayed up all night on the phone together. 
They were in adjoining hotel rooms, and literally could have opened the dividing door and greeted each other in 
person, But that would have destroyed the magic in it. 


Axl scoffed, it seemed so childish to assume that there could be magic in a pointless phone call. But really, 
there had been. It was a long day for the two younger men, and they each had a free call with no time limit (a 
big deal in the 80's) to phone in at home, compliments of the hotel. Axl remembered his throat tightening and 
finding it hard to speak as he received the call and realised that Izzy had called him. 


Out of the two of them, Izzy really should have been the one to phone Lafayette. He had his cousin Mark, who 
had grown up with them like a brother, and both of his parents. Axl mentioned it halfway through the 
conversation that Izzy really ought to have called home. But Izzy shrugged in the most Izzyish way and replied 
softly, ‘This is my home. You, the band It's family: 


And it had been for the longest time. Axl sighed and checked his watch, feeling lethargic and old. A hotel really 
wasn't what he needed, and so Axl decided to be ruthless and selfish - Izzy be damned. It was about time Axl 
started ringing out their friendship for what it was worth. 


They had been friends for long enough, with a good ten years of minimal contact. It was time to reconnect. 


Izzy spluttered awake as ‘dog' began sharply barking - a most unwelcomed sensation as the mutt had been 
resting its face on Izzy's shoulder, its muzzle just shy of the guitarist's ear. Though it wasn't pleasant, it 
wasn't something ‘dog’ made a habit out of, as ‘dogs' number one hobby was sleeping. What ‘dog’ was obviously 
trying to do, was alert Izzy to some sort of intruder. At least, Izzy was sure ‘dog’ was trying to tell him 


something. 


Jumping off the guitarist and onto the floor, ‘dog! wagged his tail and ran over to the door, which was being 
impulsively knocked on Izzy checked his watch, noting the time was early in the morning (two o' clock) and 


judging from the rain outside, said door knocker was eager to get inside. 


Scrambling up, Izzy eyed his coat rack wearily by the door and prepared himself to grab it at a moment's 
notice, only praying that whoever was at the door was an old friend or relative and not some crazed fan who 


had tracked him down. 


Opening the door cautiously, Izzy peered through to see a pair of bright green eyes staring back just as 
wearily. It left Izzy a little shell shocked. His body went into autopilot and he started re-living the situations 


that had come before this. His mind went into overdrive. 


"Oh god, you're here!" Izzy ambled about, pushing the singer through the door and steering him into the 
kitchen. Axl tried to get a word in edgeways, but it was futile. The other man was rambling. "So you're wet and 
cold - | know, a towel!" Izzy rushed to and fro, throwing objects of varying degrees of warmth at the 
mortified man. 


"And some hot chocolate! And my mom! I'll call mom - she'll have just the thing" Izzy flicked on the kitchen 
lights as though in afterthought and had a quick squint at Axl. Racing around, Izzy also flicked the kettle on, 
pulled out two mugs and scooped up ‘dog’ (who was roughly taller than a German shepherd) and set him on 
the singers lap. 


Axl was fighting to keep his balance at this point as he was sitting precariously on a kitchen stool with a large 
dog in his lap. 


Izzy was seriously starting to remind him of the ‘junk lady’ from the David Bowie movie ‘Labyrinth’. 
Izzy stopped for a second, placing one hand on his hip and the other on the kitchen bench. He had his back 
turned to the singer and was breathing deeply, as though trying to calm himself down. It was just the 


opportunity Axl needed. "Hey zz, are you alright?" 


The other man jumped but turned around and peered into Axl's eyes with profound concern. "I'm fine buddy, 


what about you?" 


Axl quirked a brow, though this time it was because he thought that maybe his friend had hit the bong 
recently - or had lost his mind. "Right as rain" Was Axl's suspicious reply, forcing his friend to realise that 
the last two minutes had been confusing and completely mental. 


"Oh fuck." Izzy slumped as he articulated the word, hitting his head against the kitchen counter for good 
measure. "Fuck, fuck, fuck". Izzy groaned, mentally berating himself as he forced himself to look the singer in 


the eye. 


"So we're totally not fifteen anymore, this isn't my mom's current house, and more importantly - you're not 


running from your stepdad, you're just here for a visit?" Izzy asked sweetly, as though he had never been in 


doubt of any of the above. 


Axl thought the whole ordeal was hilarious, and by gods he let Izzy know. Laughter rumbled throughout the 

empty house and Axl deposited ‘dog’ safely onto the ground before wrapping Izzy in one of those manly ‘side 
hugs’. Izzy, not usually one for a full hug, surprised the singer when he committed himself to full "I'm-going- 
to-wrap-my-arms-around-you" hug and sighed. 


The two boyish men hugged comfortably and pulled away awkwardly, unable to avoid the inevitable eye contact 
that was upon them. It was then that Axl really broke the ice - "Is it still too late to check into a hotel?" 


The Next Morning 
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That very early morning was spent showing Axl to his bedroom and retrieving the man's soaking luggage from 
the porch. Unlike Izzy however, Axl hadn't had the luxury of falling asleep to Ghost Busters on the plane and 
was understandably fatigued. Izzy on the other hand, was just eager to please at this point and hoped the 
other man would settle in nicely. 


So it was agreed that the formalities would be addressed tomorrow, and for now it was definitely time to 
sleep. Axl got changed into some pyjamas and set off into Izzy's room for some much needed RẸR (rest and 


relaxation’). 


Once Izzy had settled the stroller-bag and duffel bag into Axl's headquarters however, he made his way into 
his childhood bedroom with ‘dog! in tow and plopped down on the side of the bed. Izzy pulled back the covers 
and wriggled into the bed until he was nicely cocooned. Of course, it was freezing outside and ‘dog’ took great 
objection to being left out. 


Despite Izzy's every description of ‘dog’ being a ‘mutt, what Izzy really meant was that ‘dog’ was a little 
scruffy. Otherwise, he was always clean, never stank and certainly didn’t have fleas. Izzy did take care of his 


pets - even the ones that weren't his. So, Izzy obliged the animal and wrapped him up in the blankets too. 


With the fuss all taken care of downstairs, Izzy didn't feel so disgruntled to have ‘dog’ tucked up under his 


chin. Even if the canine did insist on being spooned. 


Despite his fatigue, Axl did not sleep as easily as his friend upstairs. It was unusual revisiting his childhood 
town again, regardless of how long ago he'd moved on from his past. It was funny, Axl thought, that no matter 
how horrible the past was, he was still apt at hanging on to it. Sitting wide awake in Izzy's empty bed, the 


whole world seemed as though it was spinning without him. 


And in some ways, it was. Axl took a moment and remembered how it used to feel to sleep here. In this house, 
with its old and familiar walls and its silent frame, Axl had once shared the best memories of growing up. It 


was a creature comfort for him usually - but he had become so used to his empty mansion back in LA, with 


his king size bed and bare floors, that he had forgotten what it was like to live in the warmth of an ordinary 


home. 


Axl's feet wiggled about as he pulled his hands out from underneath the worn covers and smoothed them over 
his chest. A gentle sigh escaped his lips and he realised that he was utterly restless, and longed to be in the 
other room - dust and all. That was not to say he longed to be with Izzy - or rather, to be in his company - 
but implied a longing of a whole different sort. Axl longed for a room to call his own, a childhood bedroom to 


which he could always return. Izzy was lucky like that. 


But Axl was a grown man So instead of pining after a childhood lost (or rather, a childhood half lived), he 
decided on a good old fashioned snoop of Izzy's current room. After all - there was bound to be some great 
dirt just kicking around. 


Axl quietly got up and started respectfully trashing through Izzy's stuff - as any old friend should be allowed 
to do. Well, Axl wasn't allowed to - but he was the only person Izzy wouldn't murder for rummaging around in 
his room. At least, Axl hoped he was. 


The rummage started off impulsively as Axl picked up Knick-knacks from Istanbul and Egypt, and progressed 
happily as Axl noted Izzy's many adventures shown through the photographs on the walls. 


It was the finer details which allowed Axl to gain some bearings over his friend - such as the old habits that 
still remained. Axl smirked as he noticed the other mans’ sippers on the left side of the bed, closest to the 
heating ducts and nearest to the comfy spot where sunlight wouldn't blind him through the curtains. The 
bastard. 


Axl carefully opened drawer after drawer, finding Izzy's old yearbook, his high school diploma and other things 
of light amusement. It was a testament to Izzy's sentimental character that the most precious items in the 


house weren't on display and had been tucked away in his bedroom. 


Axl himself usually had photographs plastered all over the walls. Even Duff was known to keep his College 
degree precariously pinned to the fridge in between his daughter's paintings’ with a magnet. 


Axl knew that Izzy's brooding nature kept him indoors - something which didn't help his reputation for being a 
hermit - but if he was honest, Izzy was like one huge Magpie. Collections of stuff could be found the one 
room, all within the guitarist's reach for when he didn't want to leave his bed. It had even been like that when 
they were living in the garage complex behind the Guitar Centre. 


But as Axl grew more and more tired (from his heavy snooping) he grew more and more reckless, flinging open 
drawers on a whim and not reacting when the sound was akin to an elephant romping around in the living room. 
Eventually, he paused on one particular artefact in the form of a photo lying faced down under Izzy's 
designated funeral suit (which Izzy had only worn on very few occasions). Lo and behold, the image contained 


Izzy's ex, Annika, when they were still together. 


It took Axl a few moments to register the picture of Izzy, serenely gazing out into the Hawaiian sunset, one 
arm around his woman and the other around his dog. There was a tug somewhere within the singer's chest, 


not unlike the one of jealousy, and Axl didn't even try to fight it. 


It was hard for Axl to admit that there were honestly years in his life where he'd dropped out of contact 
with Izzy. In fact, if he was honest, it hurt when he wasn't invited to celebrate Izzy and Annika's anniversary 
party in Hawaii with Duff and Steven and at least 50 other people that Axl was sure weren't Izzy's childhood 
best friend. 


Axl shook himself away from the thought of a million people having fun while he was slumped on the couch in 
LA - reminding himself that such a scenario was definitely not the case. Sure, it was probably closer to 50 


people, and Axl wasn't ‘slumped’, he was lounging. 


He fingered the photo frame a little longer, remembering the breakup that followed - not that he had asked 


Izzy or anything. Izzy's mom had called him when she hadn't been able to speak to Izzy for over a week. 


There was a discreet cough from the door where Izzy cleared his throat and bathed in the light of the 
bathroom adjacent to the bedroom door. "A little bit late for elephants to still be awake, don't you think?" 


Axl yawned and went to reply, before pulling his eyebrows into a frown "Hey, are you calling me fat?" 


Izzy laughed and ignored the painful photo that hung in his friends' hand. "Shut up. M going to bed again. Don't 
rummage through my stuff!" 


Axl watched the retreating back of his friend and mumbled an obligatory "won't do it again" with his fingers 
crossed behind his back and sat there for a little while longer. Axl wished he couldn't remember a time where 
the two men were at odds or not speaking, but it had happened over the last fifteen years more often than 


not. 


It was only until the singer convinced himself he would that make up for it that he finally got any sleep. 


When Izzy finally awoke in the late morning, he was greeted by the sound of Saturday cartoons in his living 
room. The guitarist groaned and rubbed his eyes, recognising the theme of Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtles in 
the background while trying to comprehend the lump of fur in his face that was undoubtedly ‘dog’. 


Pushing back the covers, Izzy padded out of his childhood room barefooted and continued down the hall (and 
the stairs) until he found himself in the kitchen overlooking his living area. ‘Dog’ remained unaware of these 


pressing events and continued blissfully snoring from the other room. 


Just as Izzy meandered into the kitchen however, his landline started ringing. It was an unexpected event, but 


then again, Izzy reminded himself as he noted his friend watching children's television, that he should have 


learned to expect the unexpected by now. So naturally, Izzy assumed it was a weird telemarketing technique 


and that he was about to receive a new deal on his utilities. 
"Hello?" he asked on the upbeat, prepared to decline any enthused money-saving offer. 


"Hello, Mr Isbell" was the formal reply, and Izzy made to hang up, but the woman continued in her thick accent. 
He didn't have the heart to hang up on ladies when they were speaking - it was something he'd learnt from a 


young age, having a mother who worked for a telephone company. 


| was wondering if Axl arrived safely?" was the finishing question, and Izzy mentally slapped himself across the 


face. It was Beta. 


The thought of Beta offering him a new deal on his gas bill nearly made him lose his cool and start laughing 
out loud. Thankfully, his social skills weren't too shabby, and he answered in record timing. "Hey, Beta!" Izzy said 
loudly so that Axl could hear and nearly laughed again when the singer went bright red and sunk into the 


couch. Izzy continued. 


"Yeah, he's been fine for ages, got here days ago" Axl was promptly making choking signals in front of Izzy, but 
the guitarist went on "Oh? No, | offered, but he said he had no one back in LA to call." 


Being a woman of pristine business and motherly affection rolled into one, Beta informed Izzy in a knowing tone 
to have the singer call her that night. Obviously, said singer was currently slumped on the couch with his 


hands covering his eyes, wishing the rest of the world would go away. 
Long after Izzy had hung up however, the singer finally groaned. "Is it over?" 
The guitarist chuckled evilly and his eyes glinted with youthful mischief. "You have to call her tonight" 


Axl sighed and shook his head, padding over to the kitchen where Izzy was pouring two cups of coffee from a 
plunger. It was definitely a bizarre experience for the two men seeing each other in person after ten years of 
minimal face-to-face contact. Izzy made note of the extra lines that adorned his friends' face and counted a 


few extra grey hairs that weren't there before. 


Likewise, Axl also took in his friends' considerably older appearance and noticed that Izzy didn't like to grow his 
hair out past the ears anymore. Axl sat down and picked up his beverage, sipping the hot drink as he blinked at 
Izzy owlishly. 


Perhaps they weren't as familiar with each other as they had originally thought. Izzy cleared his throat and 
fought to ignore the spectacle of last night, or all the times he'd seen Axl cry when they were in their 
twenties - or the time Axl had accidentally seen Izzy in the nude. Izzy glanced cautiously at this new 
metamorphosis of his old friend and decided that if Axl still remembered any of that, then they were still 
definitely friends. Even if they were only friends to stop the other one from mentioning any of the above. 


Axl broke the silence and Izzy picked up on the humour he saved for when he felt like a fish out of water. 


"You look shorter on TV". 


Izzy laughed, only it was more like giggle, and he sighed in relief. "You look better in person’, he countered 


genuinely. 


"TMZ doesn't look so flattering on me, I'll admit" Axl said in good humour, and he was happy to finally be 
understood by someone other than Beta or his current band. 


The two men regarded each other as such, unable to assimilate the onslaught of past knowledge into their new 
and profoundly modern surroundings. Vaguely, Izzy wondered how they had let the years creep upon them and 
obstruct their youth. 


Obviously they had both lead lives beyond Guns and the era of the eighties - but if Izzy was honest, he 
wished he could go back - if only for a day. It wasn't to relive the past or bask in the memories of their 


golden days - but Izzy honestly longed for a time far more simple and exciting. 


Izzy wanted to walk down the street and count the now extinct pay-phones and argue over which movie 


format was better: VHS or Betamax. 


It was refreshing to have someone with him who could relate, much less hold a conversation about such 
things, like Axl. Sure, Izzy had his cousin Mark, who had always been a great role model and friend. But no one 
else knew what it was like to stay up until one in the morning at Tower Videos and re-wind twenty hundred of 


those little VHS bastards. 


Obviously there was also Slash, who understood - but it wasn't the same thing. Izzy bit his fingernails 
impulsively and fidgeted, continuing along this train of thought. 


Axl watched on interestedly, not remembering the last time he had been in the same room as the guitarist. He 


figured he could probably read the other man's mind if he tried hard enough. 


Izzy vaguely wondered the same thing. 


